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PAKT THE SEVENTH.

CHAPTER I.

I LEANT against a column of the Temple of Castor. On one.
side was the Palace of the Cassars; on the other, the colossal
amphitheatre of Vespasian. Arches of triumph, the pillars
of Pagan temples, and the domes of Christian churches rose
around me. In the distance was the wide Campagna, the
Claudian Aqueduct, and the Alban Mount.

Solitude and silence reigned on that sacred road once
echoing with the shouts and chariots of three hundred
triumphs; solitude and silence, meet companions of impe-
rial desolation! Where are the spoils of Egypt and of
Carthage ? Where the golden tribute of Iberia ? Where
the long Gallic trophies ? Where are the rich armour and
massy cups of Macedon? Where are the pictures and
statues of Corinth ? Where the libraries of Athens ? Where
is the broken bow of Parthia? Where the elephants of
Pontus, and the gorgeous diadems of the Asian Kings ?

And where is Rome? All nations rose and flourished
only to swell her splendour, and now I stand amid her ruins.

In such a scene what are our private griefs and petty
sorrows ? And what is man ? I felt my nothingness.
Life seemed flat, and dull, and trifling. I could not conceive
that I could again become interested in its base pursuits.
I believed that I could no longer be influenced by joy or by
sorrow. Indifference alone remained.

A man clambered down the steep of the Palatine.   It was
r, flushed and eager from a recent excavation.
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